
LIFE-MODE-
L SHOWS PLUCK.

AXD IT .WAS AM,, TOO, TO SAVE
HER BEAUTY.

SMss Florence Blxby, While rodng
Before the Kerr York Art Students'

League, Is Showered With
Ice and Broken Glass.

From tin New York Journal.
The girl students of Mr. H. SIddons Mow-

bray's .life class at the Art League had
hardly recovered yesterday from the fright
they received the day before, when the life
model. Miss Florence ,BIxby, was nearly
killed by the collapsing- of a skylight. Some
were ill from the effects of the shock. But
all agreed as to Miss Blxby"s pluck. It was
model courage. Indeed.

"Perhaps it was vanity," said one; "or
Pride," said another; or "only a mercenary
courage," said a thlnJ. "But jjhe was won-
derfully brave," said a fourth, and "all

Miss Blxby, by falling glass and Ice, re-
ceived these wounds: A deep cut on herleft shoulder, extending from the neck to
the arm; a cut on the left side, extending
from the arm to the waist; six deep cuts
on the legs. She had been posing in the
nude when hurt.

She was suffering intense pain. Several
of the young women had nearly fainted atsight of her. The pain was nothing to her.
She feared only that her comeliness was
gone, that she must be disfigured, that she
could no longer follow her profession.

When the doctor said. "If you will en-
dure the pain and allow me to take as
many stitches as necessary the scars will
not be permanent," she had forgotten in an
instant what pain was.

It took an hour to sew up the wounds,
but Miss Blxby never flinched nor uttereda sound. Yesterday she was happy at her
home in Jersey City, for she had been as-
sured the wounds would heal without dis-
figuring her.

Miss Bixby. posing for the nude before
the class, had just stepped down from theplatform and gone behind the screen when,
without an instant's warning the skylight
save way. Heavy blocks of let. Jagged'
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CRASH OF THE SKYLIGHT AT THE
ART LEAGUE, NEW YORK.

pieces of glass and a cloud of snow fell
among the students. They ran screaming.
One student's stool had been shattered by
a huge Icicle which had dropped upon the
skylight, carrying It away. ....

An enormous mass had fallen the
screen. Not a sound came from there, and
the students for a moment-feare- Miss Bix-
by had been killed. The next instant the
screen was overthrown and the young
woman still nude and scarcely recogniz-
able from her wounds, staggered out among
them. The sight was unendurable to some,
and they fled from the room. One, how-
ever, had had experience as a nurse, and
she gave prompt assistance to the sufferer.

YOUNG WOMEN SAWED WOOD.

A Contest for Charity and a Friz
Attracts a Flshklll

Crowd.
Five young women of Flshklll, near New

York city, engaged in a public wood saw-
ing contest for the beneflt of local charities
a few evenings ago, and the novel match
attracted a large crowd. The young women
sawed wood and said nothing, but not so
the spectators, who shouted themselves
hoarse before the brief race was over. The
prize was a cold watch and the amateur
wood cutters put forth their best efforts to
win It. They were Miss Belle Moshier, the
prettiest girl In the village; Mls3 Ada
Tralnor, also young and pretty; Miss Em-
ma Pyers. and Miss Ella Sullivan and Mrs.
Edward Corley, a young married woman.

They sawed their wood in the Mattewan
opera house. The conditions were they
should saw wood for two minutes, rest two
minutes, and then saw again for the same
period, followed by the same rest, when
there was to be one more minute s sawing.
The girl who sawed the largest number of
sticks of kindling was to be the winner.

The opera house was Jammed to the
doors. Everybody had his or her champion
and bets were freely made among the young
men. Excitement was at the fever point
when at 9 o'clock In the evening Professor
Wlechers announced the contest.

The wood was brought on the stage. It
was pine, two Inches in diameter. A storm
of applause greeted each contestant as she
rolled up her sleeves to make ready.

"Go." cried the professor.
At first the girls didn't saw wood like ex-

perts. The saw slipped and sometimes the
girls lost their head altogether. But they
kept bravely at it. From the start Miss
Moshier led. In the two minutes she had a
commanding lead. Wild cheers went up
when they resumed their places for the
second round.

Mrs. Corley was the first to give up. She
grew tired fast and dropped out. On the
second round the four that were left kept
It up bravely. The third saw them nil still
at work, but Miss Sullivan's strength gave
out and then there were but three.

But Miss Moshier was still far in the
lead. Miss Tralnor and Miss Pyers were
having It nip and tuck for second place.
And just as Miss Pyers thought she had
It sure her saw slipped and Miss Tralnor
gained a stick on her.

"Time!" called the professor, and Miss
Moshier was the winner. She had sawed
forty-seve- n sticks. Miss Tralnor had twen-
ty to her credit and Miss Pyera nineteen.

SHE HELD THE POOR CRIPPLE

Incident in the Life of a Sweet- -
Katnred Society Woman of

Suffolk.
Lady Camilla Gurdon, in her memories of

Suffolk, tells a true story of a society
woman who was sweet-natur- and gener-
ous enough to give the poor of her very
best. She used to visit the large, dreary
workhouse in the manufacturing town near
her country home. For this, she dressed
herself carefully In her best clothes, and
wore all her brightest Jewels. "For," said
Gertrude simply, "poor people care much
more to sec one in one's best things than
rich people do. I wonder why everybody
generally puts on common, dull old clothes
to visit cottages!"

One night we went together to a party,
mv pretty Gertrude dressed in every color
of the rainbow, with diamonds sparkling
in her wavy hair and shlnlnr about her
Foft, round throat. As we alighted from
our carriage the Prince and Princess of
Wales happened to arrive, and we stood
aside on the steDS to let them pass.

As usual there was a crowd of people
waiting to enter the house. A poor woman.
Just behind us, was vainly endeavoring to
lift her child, a little cripple. o that he
might see the princess; but each time that
she pressed forward, a policeman pushed
her back. The child broke into a wail:

"Oh. I can't see her! I can't 6ee her! You
promised I should see her. mammy!"

Gertrude turned quickly. "Give me your
little boy," she said, and she took the as-
tonished child in her arms. "I will hold
him up. He can have a much better viewhere."

With a queenly gesture, she waved aside
the bewildered policeman. The little cripple
put his tiny, wasted arms trustfully abouther neck, and leaned eagerly forward to
fee all that was to be seen; and when theeight was oer. and Gertrude gently dis-
entangled herself from his poor little hands
to give him back to his mother, the child
put his pale lips to her rosy checks and
kissed her.

"Pretty lady! pretty lady!" ha said, ad-
miringly.

His mother bioke Into a torrent of thanks
and apologies, while Gertrude, gathering up
her brilliant train, parsed Into the house.
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THE PRETTYJYPEWRITER.
Did She Look Intelligent Enough to

Be a. lawyer? The Countryman
Thought Her Pretty Enough.

"When the cat's away the mice will
play," she laughed.

"In other words," she went on. as she
cut off another needleful of yellow silk
from a bit of pasteboard wound with a
bright tangle, "my employer was called
out of town, and I have finished up all
my regular work, and my odd bits of work
are all out of the way, and there's abso- -
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lutely nothing else for me to do."
But she didn't seem to care.
She was a nrettv stenosrranher in n

Lisbon street lawyer's office. And all that
atternoon sne naa busied herself with
her regular duties, but now the letter
file was all arranged, the books were In
ordo- -. and she was working a doily.

Then, after a little chat, she blushed and
asked: "Do I look Intelligent enough to
be a lawyer?"

mis was an awicwara way to ask sucha question, but being assured that bril-
liant lawyers did not necessarily have their
wisdom shining forth in their faces, she
told us about It.

'You see. I was all alone here vaster--
day, when a man from out of town came
in. When he saw me he whistled softly
and looked with surprise at my embroid
ery.

"But he sat down and commenced to
tell me about some trouble he'd had with
his wife, and he spoke of getting 'a bill.'

"I tried to break In and asked why he
told mo all this, but he said, 'Now. you
hold on till you hear it all. You can't
tell nothing till you've heard it all.'

"So I had to listen, and then, at the
close of his tale of woe. he asked my ad-
vice. I told him I could say nothing, he
would have to wait till Lawyer came
In.

"He looked thunderstruck. 'Hain't you
lawyer ?' he gasped, as he reached
for his mittens.

" 'No. Indeed." I smiled as I gave him
the mitten he had dropped in his surprise.
I'm the typewriter.'
" 'Well, I'll be chucked in my hosspond

If I blame the man for not learnins to
write, if he can get him such a prettv
leddy to do it for him,' he sniffed, 'but I
thought sure you was one of the wlmmen
lawyers folks Is talking about, like that
Portiere that my son spoke about last
week.' "

YOUNG PULLMAN'S JOKE.

He Manages to Attract Young Wom-
en's Attention and to Receive

Many- - Letters.
Young George M. Pullman is an object of

much Interest to numerous young women,
now that his mother, having elected to take
her dower rights in her late husband's es-

tate, will get about J2.500.000 Instead of
left her by the will.

As she is generous to her boys, they will
come In for a share of It, in spite of the
fact that Mr. Pullman, having no belief
In the business ability of the youths, left
them but $3,000 a year each.

George M. Pullman about a month ago
was visited by a man who desired to write
an account of his attempt at breadwlnnlng.
In a spirit of fun Mr. Pullman gave his
name as Sanger Pullman.

Mr. Pullman was then working as an In-
spector in the employ of the Pullman Pal-
ace Car Compnay. A few days afterwardan account was printed, giving in detail
how Sanger In reality George Pullman
had begun a business life and was earning
his own living. Scarcely had the account
been published when letters from far andnear were thrown upon George Pullman's
desk. They were addressed to "Mr. Sanger
Pullman. Inspector, care of Pullman Palace
Car Company."

One letter dated Toronto, Canada, andsigned "Miss Changeable," reads:
"You will probably remember meeting meat the home of Mrs. K.. in New York city,

when you were there last. I am the girl
with the red and green changeable silk to
whom you said, "Let me see the color ofyour eyes. Are they, too. changeable?' Iliked you then as an ornament to society,
but now you are even better as a useful
member of that great business community
of your country Chicago. I would corre-
spond with you. Send to Mrs. F. for my
name and address. I have written to her

y. Yours, with afTection."
Another letter from Boston said:
"You are certainly- - handsome. Maybe Ifyou write to me and I find you sociable I'llanswer you. I am not altogether against

marriage. No. I might be pressed into thathappy state of bliss. They say I'm pretty
and Beacon street can't beat me."

Another letter, from. Louisville, Ky., andsigned "A Friend." runs:
"My daughter, a blue-eye- d, flaxen-haire- d

girl of IS, Is still in love with you. She
has long admired you, but I would not let
her write to vou. Now that I see you areemployed and making a good fight to beIndependent I withdraw my objections. Shemay address you now. Perhaps you might
write first."

Other letters of like Import came from
Mansfield. O.: from Ithaca. N. Y.: fromBloomington, 111., and from Old Point Com-
fort, Va.

MISS gothantsawful error.
She Grabbed the Wrong Garment

When She Went to the
Theater.

Not long ago a New York girl went to
Washington expecting to pay a long visit
to a recently married schoolmate. Her stay
was limited to Just four days, being cut
short by a most embarrassing error she
made. She had accepted a young man's
invitation to attend the theater, and woman--

like took a long while to dress. It was
almost time for the curtain to rise when J
sne nnauy tnppeu aownstairs. radiantly
and pretty as could be. Apologizing sweet-
ly for her delay, she went with the young
man into the hall, where stood a little
table on which she had placed her cape
Without looking at the table she hurriedly
snatched up what she supposed was hercape, and in a few seconds was seated
in the waiting cab. The young man did
not notice anything wrong until they
alighted at the door of the theater, when
he almost exploded with laughter. Other
playgoers seemed equally amused. As soon
as he could recover himself the escort
whispered a few words to Miss Gotham,
who, with a scream of mortification, dived
back Into the cab and drove home at once.
A pair of knee pants belonging to a little
brother of her hostess had by some mis-
chance been laid on the hall table, and
these had graced the young woman's pretty
shoulders instead of the cape. Next morn-
ing, in spite of all her former schoolmate
could do or say, the New York girl left for
home.

Not So Bad, After AH.
From tie Detroit Free Press.

"Did you do well with that last estate
you handled?" v

"Just fair." answered Sharks, the law-
yer. "I had to pay out nearly 10 per cent
of it in witness fees. But nine-tent- is
better than nothing."

LORILLARD POOR BUT FREE.

JACOB, JR., FREED BY LAW FROM
HIS FLORIDA WIFE.

She Cost Him a Million They Married
Secretly, and When He Was Cut

Off by Family She Treated
Him Cruelly.

Jacob Lorlllard, Jr., son of the millionaire
tobacco manufacturer, has been freed by
the court from the alleged life of nagging
and indignity led him by his wife, Abbie M.
Lorlllard. He starts life anew, poorer by
a million dollars at least than he would
have been had he never met the Florida
beauty of low estate, who won him on the
Indian river.

The story was far more interesting than
most of those heard in a divorce court. It
had human interest in plenty and compara-
tively little of offensive detail. It was a
tale illustrating in real life the possibilities
of the effect of marriage, both upon for-
tune and upon happiness. Seven years ago
young Jacob Lorlllard was of the swell
set. So was his father, who limited his
own personal expenses to $40,000 annually.
Of course, this did not Include the ex-
penses of his household, but was for club
dues and for the play table and other fash-
ionable recreations of men of his wealth
and his tastes.

His Allowance 25,000.
The son had an allowance of $25,000, and

lived to the 'limit. When he exceeded it his
mother came to his rescue. She cared not
at all how much he spent, provided he spent
it "like a gentleman." He tried to keep
pace with his father, and the old man liked
the spirit of the boy. So did his uncle,
Pierre, and when they would hear of young
Jacob cutting cards at $100 a cut or of wa-
gering large sums of money they chortled
and said he was a real old-tim- e Lorillard.

They did not care so long as he got into
no entangling alliances with designing
women. The spending of money, no matter
of what sums, was not immoral and was
rot reprehensible, according to the family
code. Uncle Pierre always proceeded on
the theory that the man who gambled
heavily had a chance to gain largely
equally as to lose largely, and he patted
Jacob on the back and thought him an
ideal nephew.

Thus things went on swiftly but har-
moniously in the family until seven years
ago, when young Jacob stole down to Flor-
ida and married. He married secretly, be-
cause he knew his family would not give
its consent if he told them of the project.
The woman he chose for his wife, or the
woman who chose him for her husband,
was not in the social set of the Lorlllards.
Their vanity was wounded. They cut oft
Jacob and refused to recognize his wife.

Jacob never entered the home of his pa-
rents after his marriage. His clothing and
other personal effects were sent him by
the servants, and he managed to live as
best he could. Sometimes, it was said, his
Uncle Pierre aided him. In August of 1S9G

his mother dled. and in her will was a
clause disinheriting him. It was:

"Whereas, my son Jacob has disgraced
me, I totally disinherit him from any part
in my estate."

Poverty Changed Her.
This seemed to be another turning point

in the career of Jacob. With no chance for
a portion of the vast estate, the wife of the
young man, it was alleged by him, grew un-
bearably cruel. If the libel filed contained
but fact, she taunted him unremittingly
and spoke with much bitterness and sar-
casm of the Lorlllards and their social aspi-
rations. She twitted him in company, mak-
ing his family and himself the subjects of
much distasteful mirth, and in private, ac-
cording to Jacob, she humiliated him by a
monotonous recital of unpleasant incidents
in his career. She expressed herself freely
about Jacob, Sr., and ofttimes Intimated
that some day she would create a sensa-
tion by going to England and claiming
Pierre as her uncle.

In December last Jacob resolved to bear It
no longer. He applied for divorce on the
grounds that he and his wife were uncon-geni- al

and that he suffered indignities and
intolerable treatment from her. She made
no defense and the decree was granted.
Jacob's father, who paid Pierre, his
brother, a visit in England last autumn,
became enamored of a Mrs. Huyshe while
over there and married her. The couple are
now on their way to this country. It Is be-

lieved that the young man will be received
by the father, now that he has been di-

vorced.

COURTSHIP AMONG THE JAPS.

How the Juliets Let the Romeos
Know Thnt' They Are Willing

to Be Wedded.
Japan is a long way off, and this charm-

ing story of how courtships are carried on
among the elite of the society of the land
of the rising sun has not been confirmed
by travelers, yet It Is pretty enough to be

In certain districts in houses wherein re-

side one or more daughters of a marriage-
able age, an empty flower pot. pf an orna-
mental character, is encircled by a string
and suspended from the window or veran-
da by three chairs.

The Juliets of Japan are, of course, at-

tractive, and the Romeos as anxious as
those of other lands. But Instead of sere-
nades by moonlight and other delicate
ways of making an impression it Is etiquet
for the Japanese lover to approach the
dwelling of his lady bearing some choice
plant In his hand, which he boldly, but.
let us hope, reverenny, proceeds to plant
In the empty vase.

This takes time and when he is fully as-

sured that both mother and daughter are
at home, neither of whom, of course, is
at all conscious that the young man is tak-
ing such a liberty with the flower pot out-

side their window. This act of placing a
pretty plant in the empty flower pot is
equivalent to a formal proposal to the
young lady who dwells within.

The youthful gardener, having settled his
plant to his mind retires, and the lady is
free to act as she pleases. If he is the
right man she takes every care of his
gift, waters It and tends it carefully with
her own hands, that all the world may see
the donor Is accepted as a suitor.

But if he is not a favorite, or if the stern
parents object, the poor plant is torn from
the vae. and uie next morning lies limp
and withered on the veranaa or on the
path below.

GLOWING RUBIES AND OPALS.

Superstitions Regarding the Wearing
of rrecious Stones Difficulties

of Jewelers.
From the rhlUdelphla Tines.

One of the hardships that commercial
Jewelers have to contend with Is the super-

stitions that affect the sale of certain arti-

cles. Some people will not buy or wear
topaz unless they were born in November,
and others cannot be induced to buy rubles
unless they were born in July.

It doesn't concern many people about
rubies because their price Is too high for
many people to wear them. There are not
200 good rubles of any size worth speaking
of in Philadelphia, but the topaz is abund-
ant and is not dear. Then there is the
superstitious objection to opals, which are
regarded as unlucky all the year round,
and have no saving natal month to lift
their opprobrium.

They do not need the superstition to
make them objectionable, however, because
while they are very beautiful they are also
very fragile and should be very cheap.
Out In Australia you can go out with a
pick and dig a wheelbarrow load In an
hour. Their cutting nnd polishing give
them some value, but it is something like
that bestowed upon the cut glass. Still
they rank as jewels and when they are
sold it Is for a price.

If. however, you want to find their value
offer one to your jeweler either for a cash
sum or exchange. You will learn what
they are Intrinsically worth or some-
thing near it.

She wished she stood within his shoes.
Because he had a seat:

But since that was Impossible
She stood upon his feet. Life.

GIRL'S ROMANTIC CAREER.

Miss Gullck, of Cincinnati, Is Daugh-
ter of Japanese Nobleman and

American Mother.
It will be news to many people, says the

Cincinnati Enquirer, to learn that the real
name of Miss Katherine Agnes Gullck, pu-
pil at the College of Music, is Suma Matsu
Honjo, and that she is the daughter of a
Japanese nobleman and an American moth-
er. Count Honjo, of Japan, married Miss
Emma Tyler, who was of a branch of
President Tyler s family, and a Virginian
by birth and rearing, in Philadelphia in
1ST6, the year of the great Centennial ex-
position. The only child of the union is the
young lady now In Cincinnati, who was
born in Boston In 1S78. The mother was an

SUMA MATSU HONJO.

orphan, who was teaching school In Phil-
adelphia at the time of her marriage, and
is said to have been a lady of much beauty
and brilliancy.

Count Honjo remained in this country
until his death, which occurred a few
years after his daughter was born, engag-
ing in business in Boston and New York.
The Japanese were much more prejudiced
In those days against foreigners than they
are now, and the count's family never
fully forgave him for his alliance with the
American lady. When Suma Matsu, the
daughter, was 34 years old her Japanese
grandparents became reconciled to her
father, who. upon their request, sent his
only child to Japan to be brought up as
a Japanese. The mother consented to part
with her child, for she was in very 'ill
health and realized that her days were
numbered. The father, too, perhaps, had
a premonition of his approaching end, for
he died a short time after his little daughter
had been sent to Japan, and his wife de-
parted this life a little later.

On board the ship Old Belgic, which con-
veyed the little lady to Japan, Rev. O. H.
Gulick and his wife, both missionaries,
were passengers returning to Japan from
a visit to the United States and they con-
ceived a great love for little Suma Matsu
Honjo. more particularly as they were
childless. The Japanese grandparents
greeted Suma Matsu kindly enough, but
the child was lonely and was soon taken
ill. The Gulicks visited the grandparents
and finally prevailed upon them to give
up the child and let them adopt her. Hername was changed to Katherine Agnes
Gulick. to which she still holds. She hadgovernesses and read many strong works
before she was 10 years old. She lived with
her foster parents in Japan for nearly
eleven years until she was over 12 years
of aire when she sailed for Honolulu with
them and subsequently to America. Afterme worms iair me tnree came to Ohio.
Here Suma became a convert to the Cath-
olic church. This angered her foster par-
ents and there was a parting. Suma now
makes her home with the Sisters of St.Joseph. She is conversant with the Ger-
man. French, Italian and Spanish lan-
guages, and has a sweet, well trained
voice.

YOUNGEST MARINE OBSERVER.

A Girl in the Station at
Trnro, Mass. Her Home on the

Ocean Side of Cape Cod.
Miss Lillian Small, a pretty

girl, Is the youngest marine observer in
the government's employ. Her home, says
the New York Herald, is on the outer or
ocean side of Cape Cod, that great arm
of land stretching away seaward from the
mainland of Massachusetts. Her low-roof-

New England cottage stands on a great

LILLIAN SMALL, MARINE OBSERVER
AT TRURO.

clay promontory overlooking the Atlantic,
and only 300 feet from a nearly perpendicu-
lar cliff which rises 150 feet above the sea.

All the ships from the ocean and along
the coast of Boston and northern ports
pass within a few miles, and Miss Small's
duty from sunrise to sunset of each day
Is to watch through a big telescope these
passing ships, make out their flags and
names, and then, every half-hou- r, telegraph
the Information to the chamber of com-
merce at Boston, where it Is used for the
beneflt of marine interests. Telegraph wires
run from her cottage directly Into the
office of the chamber of commerce rooms.

There is also a government telephone line
connecting with all the life-savi- stations
along the Cape Cod coast, with a bell In her
sleeping room, in case of a marine disaster
at night, when she would immediately wire
the particulars to the Boston newspapers.
This station is to Boston what the high-
lands of Navesink are to New York.

REPRESENTATIVE AMERICAN

ON A ROPE WITH A MADMAN

HOW SIGXOR SALVIATORIA SAVED A
LADY FROM A FRIGHTFUL DEATH.

At an Exhibition of Rope Walking; a
Woman Appeared, Followed by.

Her Mad Husband Madman
Fell to His Death.

From ttte New York Sun.
No one who saw the tawdry finery of his

tinsel trappings and the cheap appoint-
ments of the famous Signor Salvlatoria as
single handed and alone he prepared the
paraphernalia for his tight-rop- e perform-
ance which had brought him his glory
would ever Imagine that there was time or
space In his busy life for a romance. The
signor was a peripatetic perambulator of
the rope, and his field of performance lay
In country towns, where it was his wont to
stretch his narrow pathway across a street
from roof to roof of houses whose owners
were willing to extend that privilege to
him in exchange for tickets to "the Great
and Only Megatherian Concert," which fol-
lowed the outdoor exhibition. Yet he had a
romance, and there were in it those ele-
ments which one greater than the Signor
Salvlatoria mlgnt easily have crystallized
into a melodrama that would have stirred
the applause of a thousand galleries.

Salvlatorla's Great Act.
"The greatest act I ever done," he said

with a natural and easy disregard of accent
and syntax, "I done in an Ohio town about
ten years ago. I was doing my turn there
for a week, as it was the county fair sea-
son, and I was following their trail like a
sleuth, for they brought people to town and
helped my business, never none too good.
The third night of my performance, which
was a half hour exhibition in midair before
the concert had begun, I had gone up on
the roof to get things ready, and while I
was pottering around snuggln' up the rope
and seeing that there wasn't any loose cogs
to be dropping I- - heard a screech up
through the scuttle hole leading to the
roof, and the next second out popped a
woman like one of these here jumping
jacks. It give me a hard pull on my.
nerves, but I flew over to see what the
matter was. It was my landlady and here
I want to say that when I stop for any
time In a town I go to a boarding house
where I can get a rate that won't break
me. Got to do It in this line. Can't give
It all to railroads and hotels.

"In this case I not only stopped at this
boarding house, but the landlady let me
stretch my rope from her roof to the roof
of the house across the way. and as it was
the main street of the town it was con-
venient all the way round for me. The only
drawback was that the lady had a half-cra-zy

husband that never had done any-
thing for her when he had his senses, and
now she had to support him and take his
abuse of her every time he got a jealous fit.
which was every time she had a new
boarder that was anything for looks and
style."

Signor Salvlatoria stopped a moment at
this remark, stroked his little chin whiskers
and smiled retrospectively.

"She had only been polite to me because
I had been polite to her as any gent should
be when there is a pretty woman around,
and the landlady was the prettiest little
woman, about as big as a piece of soap,
I had met.

The Woman in the Story.
"As I was saying, when I got to her she

had slung the cover to the scuttle hole over
it and was sitting on It with her Jaw set
and trying to stick her toes into the roof
to help hold it down. In a mighty few
words she told me her husband was on the
chase after her with a hatchet-- to kill her
and he would be up from below in a minute.
She wasn't as bad scared as I was, for I
didn't have much experience in that kind
of business and didn't know what to do. I
didn't have anything to defend myself or
her with, either, and the more I thought
of the situation the more I begun to think
how many things there were that were
more dangerous than walking a tight rope
fifty feet above the earth, and me as In-
nocent as a babe. The little woman told
me to bring a barrelful of sand there was
over in one corner of the roof and we'd
set it over the cover of the scuttle to hold
It down. I done It as fast as I could, and
when we had the barrel there and about
fixed the crazy husband came slashing up
with his hatchet As luck would have It,
the sand fell In on him and knocked him
off the ladder below and the barrel got
stuck in the hole, so the little woman and
me had a minute or two to think, and she
done the thinking.

" 'Are you afraid?' says she." 'Some,' says I, nodding toward the scut-
tle hole." I mean of me?' says she, smiling.

" 'Not much,' says I." 'Are you strong?" says she." "That's part of my act,' says I, 'but not
against a crazy man with a hatchet,' says
I. wondering what she would do next and
about how long it would be till the crazy
man was on deck with his tomahawk
gleaming in the air." 'Then.' says she, 'grab hold of me right
quick and carry me across the rope over to
Mrs. Peck's house, so's my husband won'tget at me with that ax.'

"She had more nerve In a minute than I
had in a week, but when she said that my
professional pride come to me, and withoutany more talk I reached for my balancing
pole, and. stooping down so she could get
on my back, which she didn't like very
much, I made a quick run for the end of
the rope just as the crazy husband come
out of the scuttle through the barrel and
tumbled down on the roof half smothered
with sand. I told her to hold tight and do
the prayin' for both of us and I thought 1
could get her through safe. I don't know
how I ever got out on that rope with her
on my back, for that wasn't the way my
profession done business, but I got there,
and as I shot out with the woman clinging
to me the people in the street below set up
such a yell as I never heard before, and I
come near losing my balance, for I knew,
and they didn't, why this feature that
wasn't on the bills was being showed.

"The crowd yelled about twice, and then
all of a sudden got so still I could hear the
little woman's heart beat. Anyway. I
thought I could, but maybe it was my own.
I knew when they done that the crowd had
seen the man on the roof with the hatchet
and recognized him, for all the people In
the town knew the kind of a fellow he was.
At the same time the crowd got still some-
thing came to me telling me to nerve my-
self, for the crazy man would cut the rope
and drop me and my load in the street to be
crushed into a shapeless mass, and I came
near letting go and dropping before I was
dropped. I couldn't see what was going on
behind me. and all 'the little woman knew
she was whispering- - to me to go ahead, be-
cause we were safe. if I only kept my path.
I didn't know whether she thought about
the man with the hatchet or not. Likely
she did. It wasn't her to mention it,
though, under them circumstances.

A Crasy Han on the Rope.
"While I was thinking about his cutting

the rope I was getting along it toward the
safe end as fast as I could, the little wom-
an hanging on till she nearly choked me,
but it didn't hurt, and I was standing It
beautiful. It's funny how a man will find
pleasure In life when there's so much in
sight that ain't, and I nearly forgot the
man with the hatchet thinking about the
little woman's arms holding onto my neck
as the one hope for her life. But it was
only for a second: then I felt a jar on therope and I choked and braced myself, for
I was sure that the crazy man was be-
ginning to cut, and I knew that three or
four licks would be enough. I waited for
the second jar, but It didn't come, and In
its place come a spring to the rope, as If a
weight had been taken off it, followed by
a swishing sound and a dull thud on the
sidewalk fifty feet below us. At the same
time the crowd sent up a groan as if every
person in it was hurt. I didn't know for
sure what had happened, but I guessed that
the crazy man, like most any crazy person
or a mad dog. only had room in his mind
for one thing at a time, and when that was
there there wasn't space for any more. He
wanted to kill his wife, and the only way
he knew how to do it was with the hatchet
by cutting her to pieces. It did not strike
him that he could kill her by cutting therope and letting her drop to the ground.
That was too much, for him. He knew an
easier way. and as she was out there on therope not forty feet from him he would go
out there and kill her. Crazy people have
such a crazy way of doing things, don't
they? He did, and when he took his sec-
ond step out on the rope he went over

WOMEN.

"CAPTAIN MOLL" PITCHER. CLARA BARTON. SUSAN B. ANTHONY. HARRIET BEECHER 8TOWE.
(These are the four women chosen to represent American womanhood at the capitol In Albany, and their fates sculp-

tured In lasting stone, will perpetuate the types of which they are deemed the highest examples.)

and down to his death. That's what had
made the rope spring back. I guess thelittle woman must have felt that something
awful had happened, though she never saida word, because when I at last stepped safeonto the roof and the crowd yelled a hun-
dred times louder than they did before they
knew what' they were yelling about, thelittle woman let go her hold around my
neck and dropped at my feet In. a dead
faint, and I didn't blame her. either; it was
time for somebody to faint, and if she
hadn't a done It I would, sure pop. Her
doing lt'gave roe something else to think
about,, and, I .got her downstairs as quick
as I could, where the women took charge
of her and soon brought her out all right.

"I guess that's all there Is to it." smiled
the signor. picking up his balancing pole
and pointing it to a date line and some
Initials on it. "This Is the one that steadied
us over, and the little woman had themput on there when she become the blush-
ing bride of Signor Salvlatoria." and the
signor bowed with a sweep that would
have entranced an audience of millions.

FIRST W0MAIN AERONAUT.

Mrs. Hubbell Made a Balloon Ascen-
sion at Eaton, Fa., Forty-thr- ee

Years Ago.
Mrs. Lucretla Bradley Hubbell. of Nor-

wich, Conn., made a balloon ascension at
Easton, Pa., Just forty-thre- e years ago.
The feat at that time made a profound sen-
sation wherever It was told of, for In 1S53
such feminine achievements were an un-
heard of event. Mrs. Hubbell proudly states
she was "the first lady areonaut in thecountry."

The ascension was made in a silk bal-
loon purchased from the Crystal Palace
Cpmpany, and which was named "TheIndustry of All Nations." Mrs. Hubbell
was not then married, and was engaged
in giving a series of nightly lectures on
phrenology. She says she "went for pleas-
ure, and for the longevity It gave in ex-
panding the lungs."

Thirty thousand people had congregated

MISS 8USIE1I. LASLEY,

in Easton to witness the ascension. The
weather was cold, and, although the feel-
ing of elation was delightful, as the great
silken sphere shot upward, the courageous
passenger in the car found her hands be-
coming benumbed with cold. The ascent
was made at 11 o'clock In the forenoon.
The balloon stayed up twenty minutes.
When an altitude of three miles had been
attained the balloon burst, but by the hap-
piest chance the silken remnants formed a
sort of sail and the fair and fearless
aeronaut was wafted fully eleven miles
before the car descended with cruel force
in a New Jersey clover field. Even then
she landed upon her feet. and. although
there was a wild skurry of horsemen and
other spectators of her aerial flight to her
rescue, and althougn there were those in
the mad rush who offered bets as to her
probable death, she came out of the or-
deal without a scratch, and that evening
lectured In Easton in a crowded hall..

SLIPPERS INJHE SNOW.

Mrs. Bluecher, a Bride, Has a Hard
Tramp of Nine

Miles.
A nine-mi- le walk through the snow in

party slippers Is the ordeal that young
Mrs. Ida Bluecher had to undergo one day
last week because the too sudden starting
of a trolley car had torn her from her
husband. She and her husband. Frederick
Bluecher, have been married only, three
months. They live at Guttenberg. Bluecher
Is agent for a Jersey City laundry, whose
employes gave a ball in the Greenville
section of Jersey City. Mr. and Mrs. Blue-
cher were of the company.

The hall Is many miles from Guttenburg.
but the journey can be made by trolley
direct from door to door with a few trans-
fers. Therefore, when the time came to set
out for the dance Mrs. Bluecher merely
threw a light wrap over her thin party
dress, and without head covering or over-
shoes to protect her satin slippers, trav-
eled to the ball. The last number on the
programme was reached at daylight, when
Bluecher and his bride started for home.

When at length a belated car arrived at
the corner It was crowded to the platforms.
Mrs. Bluecher scrambled aboard, but as
her husband lifted his foot to the step the
conductor gave the starting signalThe car
sped away, leaving the man posing In the
road.

The bride was among a crowd of strang-
ers, ignorant of the way home and without
a cent in her pocket. Worst of all, she
could speak no English. Thinking of these
things. Bluecher. with a mighty howl,
sprang after the car. waving his arms to
attract the conductor or some of the pas-
sengers, but none heeded him. He plunged
after the car until It was lost to sight.

The car which had torn bride from bride-
groom carried her to the end of the route.
She tried to explain her predicament to the
conductor, but he could not understand her.
She was afraid to appeal to other men.
so. putting her slippers once more in the
snow, she walked until she came to a
shop where a woman was In attendance.
From her Mrs. Bluecher got an Idea of the
direction In which her home lay, and she
began the journey on foot. She made in-
quiries of women as she met them, and
at 2 o'clock in the afternoon reached her
home, nine miles from the DOlnt where
she had left the trolley. Her slippers were
worn to shreds, her dress was bedraggled
and she was completely exhausted. In this
state her husband found her when he re
turned.

BACHELORS MAY BE TAXED.

Single Blessedness a Luxury Which
Mast Be Paid for in Xew

Jersey.
It is understood that there is a bill being

drawn in New Jersey providing for the
taxation of bachelors. In all probability
the measure will make Its appearance In
the senate or house soon.

The subject has engaged the attention
of the lawmakers In Massachusetts. Vir-
ginia and some of the Western states, and
the bill now being drawn for the consider-
ation of the wise men of New Jersey is
fashioned after the measures that are be-
fore the legislatures of the South and
West. The tax that the bachelors will be
asked to pay will probably be as high as
$2 per annum.

The taxing of single men Is not an ex-
periment in New Jersey. For fifty years
the single men of that state paid $2 ayear for the privilege of enjoying the
sweets of single blessedness, but in 1837
William Mcllroy. who lived In Warren
county, became tired of paying for the
privileges that he enjoyed as a bachelor,
and had the measure repealed.

Blsmarcklaa Irony.
There Is a curious similarity between the

recent reports of Mr. Gladstone's health
and those which were circulating about
Prince Bismarck more than a year and a
half ago. He also had neuralgic pains, in
spite of which the physicians declared him
to be strong enough to live to "a very
ereat age." Bismarck himself read in the
papers about his "state of depression." and
made Ironical comments upon' them. "My
depression, ne saia, is soieiy my great
age. Wait till you are 82. and see how
rou leei. especially it you nave spent nearly
alf a century In struffzles and anxietv

Of the neuralgic pains in his face, which
were so severe that he sometimes had to
press the points of his fingers on his cheek
bones for several minutes for a little relief.
he was reported as, saying: "This is quite
natural, a nave sinncQ in my me me most
with my mouth. In eating, drinking and
talklnjf.

FEMININE STATION AGENT.

HAS DEMONSTRATED-WOXASP- FIT--
SESS FOR RAILROAD WORK. .

This Plucky Kentucky Girl Wa Ap-

pointed at SO Though Graduate
'of a College, She Prefers

Business to Schoolroom.

The Southern woman Is rapidly becoming
as "new as.her'Northern sisters, says th
Pittsburg Dispatch. In some respects she
is more original in her choice of occupa-
tions 'than the woman of the North, who
Is gradually growing Into conventional
modes of livelihood just as she formerly
took it for granted that her only alms in,
life were marriage and housekeeping. In
the South, however, where there are not
so many "positions" open to women, those
who are reduced in circumstances take the
first opportunity which offers Itself, and
pretty generally make a success of

Susie M. Lasley, of Rowland. Ky..
Is one of this type. She belongs to a good
Southern family which Is one of the tra-
ditional "F. F. V's" her mother having-com-

from Virginia. Her occupation is
unique, so far as members of the feminine
persuasion are concerned. She Is the first
fully equipped, officially authorized and
legally bonded station agent among women,
and she Is only ZL What is more, she has
held the position for two years, havlnz
been, at the age of 20. appointed to the of-
fice which she had practically filled for twoyears previous to that time.

Complimented by the Management.
At IS she graduated with the degree of

A. B. from South Kentucky college at lle,

and soon secured a position as as--

sistant to her brother, who held theagency which the young woman herselfnow fills. Then, when the brother went
off traveling in Central America and hissuccessor suddenly died. Miss Lasley. whohad meantime been keeping her eyes open
and learning all that was to be known
about a railroad station, was called to nilthe position.

"As to the ability of a woman to fillsuch a position." says MJss Lasley. "Iquote the comment of the officials, whosaid at th,e close of the year: 'Your serv-
ice has been altogether satisfactory."

"The requirements." she goes on to say,are. a good general education, with quick-ness and accuracy In mathematics. Onemust be able instantly to tell the per centaccruing to the particular railroad com-pany to which one belongs from a shipment
of live stock to Liverpool. England, andat the same time be able to compute andfurnish .'10 cents' worth of riding materialto the backwoodsman at the ticket window.

Some of the Requirements.
"The characteristics demanded are a

good memory, quick judgment and ce,

combined with that rare but sav-
ing grace, good temper.

"My experience has proved that the placa
can be successfully filled by a woman, de-
manding no more of those small courtesiesfrom the opposite sex than any other po-
sition. I find the work pleasant and in-teresting, and devoid of the monotonousroutine that characterizes so much of theal otted woman's work. My home Is one,
mile distant, and whenever the weatherdoes not.posltlvely prevent It I ride a wheelImi fn?.m ,ile 8,tIon- - I believe thatwork- - ttoush as yet anuntried field for women, is a most interest-ing and congenial occupation, and girls whoare looking about for a means of livelihoodwould do well to take it into consldera-tio-n.

DISCOVERER 0FW0NDERLAND.
Dr. Dodgson Composed His Rhymes

While Tramping Country
Roads.

The late Mr. Dodesnn rrt. r..m
was a clergyman In deacon's orders, says"
the "Westminster Gazette. The reason whyhe was never ordained a priest was said
w oe a sugnt hesitancy of speech whichprevented his, fmrnirinp in nnKiu ti.i.
however, he In mpaQurA AvAnM. .
he not Infrequently read the lessons andprayed at the college services In Oxford
cathedral. He had even occasionally been
nnunii io preacn ai tne special services.....-- -. .w..cc ac&.Miiui. uut it was veryrarely that he mounted the pulpit. He wasa creature of habit, and in term time wasnever absent from his own particular seatin St. Marys for the University sermon,always staying to matins afterward. Dur-ing the last twenty-fiv- e years he had hard-ly ever been missed from his accustomedplace.

air. uodgson's chambers in the Tom
m ".vMfc ma mitral in .nnscchurch, and he was particularly proud ofthem. The ascetic-lookin- g figure of thsIh(l0 Vltwttv dnn tat.. Mt. a.. r ""- - " uufiUL oneix oe rare. uufaiiib ocuiijf aiuiiK uis roaa severalmiles away from Oxford, for he had al--
uj wvi. a fe.cib nowcr. iloat OL niSrhymes were composed while he was outwalking. Some tlmo ago. when he wasasked to do some elementary mathematicaltan nVi(n f n 1 a a t a. Aa & 1.ci.mui nt uio auccuuc ui tne regulartutor, he replied, "Certainly," adding as anafterthought, "I must take a lot of Ionic

haven t touched for twenty years

MACAULAY'SJOORISHNESS.
The Famous Historian Was a Good

Bit-o- f a Cad, According-- to the
Rev. Dr. Stewart.

The Rev. Dr. Stewart ("Nether Locha-be- r"

of the Inverness Courier), in a rem-
iniscent contribution to that journal of a
gathering of literary and other celebrities.
in tne nouse oi tne late Dr. Carruthers,including Dr Charles Mackay. Tom Tay-
lor. Sam Bough. Professor BLu-kl- c sunt
Sheriff Nicolson. relates that Macaulay
Having uccxi iueiiiiuueu. xjr. .arrutners.who had met him more than once, and who
had supplied him with some notes for his"History." observed that he was a nlc- -
ant man to meet an agreeable conver-
sationalist. "Oh. yes." Charles Mackay re-
plied, "agreeable enough when he had toget anything out of you. But he was mon-
strously iealous of his llterarv hrothrn
and. I may add. of his literary sisters also,
and In his literary Intercourse with them
oiien. wun nis patronizing airs, a. good
deal of the cad. On one occasion hn n--

so rude to Agnes Strickland that she hadto teu mm ne was no gentleman. "it isquite true," remarked the dean of Arsryli.
continuing the subject, "that he could be
rude. George Gilfillan told me that unnn
some subject with regard to whlcn he hadto differ from him. Macaulay wrote him anote so peremptory and rude as to be noth-ing less than insulting, and was evidently
meant to be so."

A Compensatlaa- - Condition.
From tat Detroit Free rrets.

"I 'deceived you about one thing." mur-
mured the new wife to her husband. "Iam older than I told you."

"Don't mention It. my angel. I find thatyour fortune is fully twice as large as Z
had supposed."


